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5 6 i The Tragedy of Othello 

To pnt him tolili thinking. 

Em. Ishenotiealous? 

<Dt f. Who he ? I thinke the Sun where he was borne. 
Drew all (uch humors fro m him, Enter Othello*. 
Em. Looke where he comes. 

Def I will not lcaue him now, i. , 

Till Cafsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady : O hardneffe to diflemblc s 
How doe you Dtfdemona ? 

ofk Giueme^y our hand, this hand is rooift my Lady. 
I)ef. It yet has felt no age,nor knowne no forrow. 

O i h. This argues fruitfulneffe and hberall heart,, 

Hot hot and moyft,this hand of yours requires 
A fequefler from liberty * fafti»g and pray ing, 

Much caftigation.exercife dcuout \ . 

For here’s a young and fweatitig demll her , 

That commonly rebels : us a good hand, 

Afrankeone. 

Def You may indeed fay lo. 

For was that hand that gaue away my heart. 

Oth, A hberall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands, 

Oth. I haue a fait and fallen rhumc offends me. 

Lend me thy handkerchicfe. 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Oth . That whi hi gaue you* 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

,Oth. Not. 

• Def. No indeed my Lord* 

Oth Thits a fault : that handkerchicfe 
Did an Egypt *™ ro reade ’ 

itTtoughcsTpeiy !%“ tM h« wWSc te kept if* . 

T would make her amiable, and fubdue my fat er 
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the <S\zfoore of Venice. 

Intirely to her Ieue : But if flie loft it, 

Or made a gift of it $ my fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his fpirits fttould hunt 

Alter new fancies : She dying, gaue it me. 

And bid me, when my face would haue me wiue. 

To g?ue it her ; I did Co t and take heed ©n’t,. 

Make it a darlingdtke your precious eye, 

T o loofejOr giue'e a way,were fuch perdition. 

As nothing elfe could match, 

Def. I'ft poflible ? 

. Pi b \,V s t f ue > rhet ‘ s hsagicke in the web ofif, 
ASybellthathad numbred in the world. 

The Sun to courfc twohundred compafles. 

In her prophetique fury,fawed the worker 
The wormes were hallowed that did breed the filfce 
And it was died in Mummy .which the skilfull * 

Conceruc ofMaidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed, i’ft true ? 

Ot h. Moft veritable, therefore looke to’t well, 

Def. Then would to God that I had neuer feene it, 
Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

P e f Why doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and rafli ? 
De h f. Bkltet* i 8 ° ft€ ? f P eake » is ic wt o’the way i 

Def. It is not loft, but what and if it were ? 

Oth, Ha. 

Def I fay it is not loft, 

Oth. Fetch’Cjlet me fee it, 

Def. Why fo I can fir.but I will not now. 

This is a tncke.to put me from my fuitc, 

I pray let C*jsie be receiu’d againe, 

Oth. Fetch me that handle ’ ’ ' 

De. Come, come, you’l nei 
Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Def. A man, that all his rime 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue. 

Shar’d dangers with you. 







